THE FRASER-FLAXMAN FIGHT. 

BY FRANK CONDON. 

i 

How You Can Occasionally Win on a Horse 
That Doesn’t Finish Within a Mile of the Post, 


NK thing on tin: face of the 
earth that Uclh* logic and 
I :-irv, at reason is the firm 

belief of a. street ■•car ran- 
ft net or that, he is as good 
as j. railroad fireman. 

There was the cade of Peter Fh\- 
man.. The other in an was David Fraser, 
and the girl way Nora Feoly, by which 
admission ts established immediately die 
three sides of the 
human triangle j and 
while all such geo¬ 
metric figures promise 
and produce action 
of one sort nr an¬ 
other, thfe particular 
tHanglt* began to bid 
over .oOO from the 
very first. 

In Toledo, 1 Ohio, a 
thriving Western me¬ 
tropolis, where they 
have all-nig M street¬ 
cars every fifteen min¬ 
uses and an o w 1 
lunch-wagon exactly 
like every other owl 
lunch - wagon on the 
North American oin¬ 
tment, the Ll union 
deepo " is an hist bul¬ 
lion, coddled by ihe 
resident s in kind 
words and profaned 
by ihi- stranger. 

Toledoans speak of 
it cheerfully* and 
yon expect to find it 
on the main thor¬ 
oughfare. sn r r i ■ i L11 1 1 

ed by girifles of elec¬ 
tric lights, swathed in 
4 R R 


banner?;, aru.1 one step from your hotel. 
On the contrary—yes, on the emphauiT 
contrary —the ^ union dWpo 11 is chastely 
snuggled in the bosom of a depression 
that had mice done duty a* a self-re¬ 
specting swamp, miles away from die 
teeming, roaring city, leagues .beyond 
where you expect to find il, doing its best 
to he a pigs-in-clover enigma. 

.Miss Fet'ly was twenty years > ilr.L die 
night of the car-ham 
fire. ThaL was the 
biggest event in To 
ledo’s history, and it 
was* very exciting 
You will have no 
trouble in placing 
the date,, so von can 
see that ATiss Feely 
is still quite a young 
woman, and she is 
every bit as entran¬ 
cing this infinite as 
she was that night. 

She watched the 
flames from the top 
of Peter Fla email's 
car, which had beeli 
converted into a 
li Seeing Toledo 
11 rim 11 vehicle, in 
special honor of the 
occasion. 

During that iern- 
hh- visitation of the 
fire fiend, young Mr. 
Fraser stoked an¬ 
thracite into-'a pony 
Utginu in the yards. 
—a snorting, hustling 
little four - wheel 
i.Jrnoks, with the 
disposition of a Mis- 
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souri mule and an abrupt habit of throw- 
inf' a man off Ms feet every time the 
brakes wore applied. Mr, Fraser had 
reason to believe Miss Feely was watch¬ 
ing tin; /ire. Furthermore, he was con¬ 
vinced that Mr. Elagin an was some¬ 
where steal her., and the double thought 
peeved him in a most acid way, 

M I don't wish him arty bad luck,” 
communed Mr. Eraser, passing in the 
coal, £l but I hope he’s under the next 
will that falls. She makes me tired, 
anyhow. Chasm’ around with a bdl- 
ringinL nickjel-cha?sng shrimp that cau’i: 
keep his ears clean She ought to have 
better sense,’' 

Whereupon Puny So. I I I Smoked vio¬ 
lently in 1.0 a Pullman, and tried to push 
the water “gage down Mr, Fraser's throat. 

One day, six months before the fire. 
Davy Fraser finished washing his face 
in the roundhouse, preparatory to buy¬ 
ing some chewing-gum in ihb waiting- 
room. Davy hadn't chewed gum in 
fourteen years; Inn there was a new girl 
behind Lie couiuer, and she looked like 
a dream come true. Davy had seen her 
for the fir?L lime in the morning, and 
his long-lost love for gum abruptly re¬ 
turned. 

At the gum counter, and partly hiding 
it, was a man in a blue uniform. When 
Davy strolled In through the clicking 
telegraph office, the man in the uniform 
was buying gum, and indulging in what 
appealed to Davy as some very loose and 
infantile conversation about the color of 
eyes, and how brown eyes always looked 
nicer than blue eyes. 

M iss Feely bad brown eyes—very 
brown eyes; the sort of brown eyes that 
make their owner’s telephone number 
stand out in a mail's memory like a light. 
house. Davy had always hated Peter 
Fisxtpaii; but until he saw Peter talk¬ 
ing to Miss Feely, that bright afternoon, 
he never realised bow intense a loathing 
one man may have for another, 

There he was, a blue Peter in good 
sooth. Blue uniform, blue cap. nickel 
buttons, badge, gloves and all, and talk¬ 
ing to Miss .Feely for all the world like 
a silly magpie, when no doubt she was 
interminably bored and irritated. 

" Have you got any Blood Rod 
gum, miss"? ” a-ked Davy politely, 
“ Hallo.' 1 
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He addressed LEie last word to Mr, 
fluxman, coidly and frigidly, 

“ Hallo, Davy," answered Peter 
brightly, " J haven't seen you since that 
night you came near being arrested. 
How you ever got out of that scrape 
beats me,” 

Miss Feely looked politely interested, 

" I haven't any Blood Red, 1 ' she said 
in the pause that fu flowed Peter’s pleas¬ 
ant remark; " but we sell Tulip’s Heart, 
It's very good gum. Would you like 
some Tulip’s Heart?” 

''That's tlie very name I was trying 
to think of. 1 always chew that kind. 
Gimme fifty cents’ worth. 1 ’ 

Daw pelted uif i in- tinfoil and in¬ 
sert ed a wedge in his mouth- 

“ Ain’t you chewing tobacco no 
more?” asked Mr. Flax man with m- 
Urcst. 

£< 1 never did chew tobacco," respond¬ 
ed Davy tartly- 11 Your motojoiunY 
calling you.” 

It was even so, Peter smiled bright¬ 
ly at Miss Feely, why had seemingly 
been paying slight attention. 

,J Su long, Miss Ftely, :? he said. "I'll 
See you the next trip,” 

£i Do you know Flaxman?” asked 
Davy, when the conductor had gone. 

“Not very well, He comes in to see 
me when his car get? here. He's a nice 
man. I think. He's very fond of gum. 
Are you?” 

I live on gum,” replied Davy. 
£ ' What was he spying to you about 
brown eyes when l come up?” 

“ Ob r nothing. He was just talking 
like all you men talk. Aren't you the 
fireman out in the yards?” 

Jl 1 fire the Witch -engine,'" admitted 
Davy. J£ 1 get a job mimin’ before 
long. Do you like street-tar conduc¬ 
tors? ” 

Miss Feely smiled one "f those quick 
smiles rhat start and end in the same 
second. 

P I don't know,” she answered, “ 1 
like men if 1 like them, regurdles*? of 
what they do for » living. Do you like 
gjrls who work iii railroad-station wait¬ 
ing-rooms, selling gum to firemen who 
chew tobacco? " 

She leaned her rounded elbows upon 
the glais case and looked Davy in tlm 
eye. Hi- grinned. 
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“Sure 3 iIn. But now, listen. I ain’t 
got i thing against street-car conduc¬ 
tors. They’re generally dead - beats or 
crooks of senoc 1 sort or other, and they 
usually drink like a fish and never pay 
iheir debts, and they never have a decent 
home over their heads, and they’re not 
refined, and they’d prol.ifll.dy steal the 
pennies oiT a dead man’s eyes, J.!ut, out¬ 
side of that, they're, all right, Taking 
them as a class, they’re all right, outside 
of the trifling exceptions l mentioned. 


cover a capable switch-engine shinnying 
around the yards, and during must of 
the day you'll see me chucking coal into 
her. 

“Every now and then I'm coming in 
to buy some of this, litre Tulip gum, ami 
eventually I believe we’ll get to know 
each other j, and, in the course'of time, 
I :ii going to ask you definitely to come 
to a dance with me, because if there ever 
was a swell little dancer in I ok do, the 
same is yours, etc., etc,” 



1 low Jong since you knew this Flaxm'an 

fellow? M ' 

11 I began this job at s*vcn-thiny this 
morning,” laughed Miss F&ely, lc I mer 
Mr.. Flaxman at seven thirty-two. and 
he’* been in to See me at the end of 
every trip, so far, II is car has lo wait 
outside for -mi minutes each time- 1 ’ 

“Do you ever go to dances?" asked 
Davy, changing the subject easily. 

11 Very often. 1 l-ove to dance,” 

“If you ever get to know me better, 
d've suppose 1 might have the honor?” 
“ We’ll see, later cm.” 

“ Well, if you look out through that 
lasi window litre in .i while, you’ll dis- 


A customer interrupted the flow of 
conversation, and Davy walked forth 
into the summer-night?s air smiling upon 
the rich and 1 the poor alike, 

Miss Keek was the sole support, of a 
large and expensive wardrobe, and. in¬ 
cidental 3y, she won the bread for a timid 
little mother. There was mulling bril¬ 
liant about her except fief eves, and 
nothing pretty except—well, her whole 
sweet self. Ill Toledo, a girl must work 
for A living or geL married. Xo To¬ 
ledo girl has. ever tried out the first 
system to its fullest extent, and mar¬ 
riage is □* common ns conversation, 

Miss Feely had no particular aspira.- 
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tEon*. ideals., or ambitions., but she liked 
good-looking me si who were properly in¬ 
troduced, and occasionally she became 
acquainted with oilier meu in unconven- 
ljonal ways- just as she came to know 
Davy Fraser and Peter riaxman. 

Peter was a good I ooking chap, So 
was Davy. Peter made a fair income, 
anti hf> did Davy. Peter bad a gift of 
gali and a sweet way of talking nonsense 
to a girl, and Davy lost points on this 
count. Rut the triangle started out 
easily t and made good trou from tbe be¬ 
ginning. 

it was Peter who first leaped 1 lm 
bounds of restraint and carried off tbe 
girl to an ice-cream social in Walbridge 
Pajk. It was Peter who drove himself 
into a book-store and bought a bundle of 
books, ilu- contents of which w^re pore 
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Greek to bim. They had nice covers, 
am.l they made an acceptable gift. It 
was Peter who learned to buy flowers 
now and then, to mind the holidays with 
an appropriate greeting, to tip his hat 
frequently. \nd whatever he did, Davy 
came in Mi hid. with a mild sort of imi¬ 
tation. 

Davy was no ladies' man. but he was 
a mighty good fireman. He could tell 
(lit steam-pressure without looking at the 
gage, but lie couldn’t make a pretty 
speech to save his soul. As a social 
light, he ivas unlit. 

Now and then, after al] three had be¬ 
come pals—all except Davy and Pel tv 
—the fireman would invite the girl cml 
for a moonlight ride on the lake. He 
might tako ber to a summer-theater show', 
or he might drop in at the little cottage 
up nn Western Ave¬ 
nue and. idle away a 
few hours without 
making any particular 
effort to be entertain¬ 
ing or arousing. 

One night Davy sat 
in the big Morris 
chair, ^tajing ai Nora 
and wondering bow i: 
would feel to be able 
to ask her if she had 
puL out the cat and 
locked the back door. 
He sal up suddenly 
under the weight of a 
stray thought and pro¬ 
pounded : 

“ Say, Nora, do you 
like Peter Flaxman 
better than me? 1 ' 

Nora turned her 
brown, eyes on him in 
mild surprise. 

r< IVe often won¬ 
dered,” she said grave- 
ly. IJ It's been both¬ 
ering me lately more 
than ever. I’ve sat up 
with that particular 
thought more than 
one night, Peter ts a 
fine chap, So are you, 
Neither one of you 
has made violent love 
to me; but I’m not 
blind, and 1 can see 
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that yon like me. Peter asked me to 
marry him last night.” 

"As usual." grunted Davy. " He's in 
ahead of me again. Well. 1 may bo a 
trailer, but I'm consistent. So I’m go¬ 
ing to ask you to marry me to-night. T 
don’t care what you told Pete, t but if 
yon said you would marry him, f ! m go¬ 
ing to look him up this bright sum¬ 
mer's eve and knock Eds block off." 

”1 didn't say I would marry him. I 
told him he would have to wait.” 

“ That sounds better. Now, what are 
you going to tell me?'’ 

■ “ Same answer. Davy. I can’t deckle. 

I wish 1 could, because sonn-body Is 
going to gel the worst of this, and 1 
don't want to hurt either you or Pete. 
I presume one of you will be hurt-" 

" One of us will, unless 1 marry you. 
Nora. I f you have tiny large sunns of 
money around tin; house, go and gel a 
IM?t down that one of ns will be hurt, 
and bis initials will be P. F, Say' Gan 
you see me on the curb watching you and 
bun trail into cl lurch—him m a waiter’s 
dn-fs suit and you all dressed up?” 


Jl N La. I'll be on the curb maybe, but 
I’ll carry a dynamite bomEj, atul HI 
touch it ok right ai'ier some one gives 
Pete away, taking great rare- to have il. 
remove him from earth. No. I've been 
reading the cards, and they say you’re 
going to lose the Fcely end of your name 
atid adorn yourself with the pleasing 
same of Fraser." 

Nora laughed, and so did her small 
mother. The mother always sat in on 
these little affairs, and Davy wasn’t tlio 
least embarrassed. 

"How much do you make now?" 
asked Nora. 11 I’m not mercenary; lint, 
it’s nice in know tire facts, in case of 
fire." 

" Hundred and thirty, counting over¬ 
time, and I'll do better when I start run¬ 
ning. We can get married to-morrow 
and have a honeymoon next year," 

l£ Next year I’ll answer that., Hut, 
remember this. I'm ready to marry 
either you or Peter. i can't settle it 
because f can't, and that's all there is to 
it, Things will have to go On in the 
same way until something flap pens," 
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ivas sitting in retired turners* drinking 


Nothing happened to sway the situa¬ 
tion from its perfect poise. [V‘--r a aid 
Nora were fast friends,, ami Davy and 
Nora, were fast friends. True. PeEer 
escorted the girl to frequent social 
events, but Davy trailed along about die 
same as ever ; so the general average was 
undisturbed, 

1 v.-ii a fireman can jccom« jealous. 
Davy was jealous. Not only that: he 
was angry, and threatened Peter with 
bodily harm, whereat Peter laughed. 
And when the grand ball of the Fourth 
Ward Democratic Club was given at the 
Casino, Peter .slipped one over on Davy 
for the thousandth time by getting in his 
invitation to Nora first, 

" I'm awfully sorry, Davy, 31 Nora 
said consolingly. But Peter heard of 
the affMir before you did, and he a died 
mo to go with I dm, so 1 couldn't very 
well refuse, 1 ’ 

,J All right.” replied Davy. “ 1 hope 
you have a good time. Bui remember. 
I’m sore.” 

Ue cut his vidt short because be 
couldn’t, keep up his end of Pic conver¬ 
sation.. aru I Nora’s on m her remarked that 
David was getting stupid. 

The day and night of the grand ball 
spread red ink upon the fair annals of 
Toledo. Everybody was gohig- The 
municipal offices were to be emptied, 
and every official, from the mayor down 
to the workhouse superintendent, had 
promised to an end. Even the red¬ 
headed mayor’s secretary, who never at¬ 
tended anything, had given his word; 
and when* the sun came up on that fes¬ 
tal clay, all the chivalry and beauty with¬ 
in the city vails began to pile into the 
wabbly street-cars. At noon ihe Casino 
grounds were filled, and by night the 
attendants was dancing around the 
twelve-thousand, mark. 

When twelve thousand Toledoans de¬ 
cide to leave town temporarily—and ihe 
Casino is out of town -what remains of 
the city is peculiarly lonely. After Davy 
Fraser had wiped die lubricating - oil 
from, his ruddy countenance and pol¬ 
ished himself back to decency, he 
emerged from ihe roundhouse and 
thought solemn things. 

Nora wjs riding the merry-go-round 
with Pete. Nora was eating gummed 
molasses and popcorn with Pete. Nora 


lemonade with Ptic% Thu-y were shoot¬ 
ing the chutes, Pete and Nora; and 
without a shadow of doubt. Pete had his 
arm around Nora to prevent her from 
falling, 

Davy had a perfectly fine time with 
his thoughts until they finally got the 
better of Inm; and. like the murderer 
returning to Lhc scene of the crime. 
Davy boarded a South Street car and 
started for the Casino. 

A strcet-d&r ride frequently r-h-ars a 
man’s brain and opens up channel? of 
thought that may otherwise remain 
clogged. And a ride on & South Street 
oar in Toledo is the longest thing this 
side of eternity. By the time the nio- 
t-orman had turned into Siickncy Avenue, 
Davy FT.vicr had ceased to sit on his 
shoulder-blade- like a condemned pris¬ 
oner. He toad taken his hands out of 
his trousers pockets. xUid his face was 
beginning to flush with a red imt. which, 
jn Dhit’s cast, meant either the pres¬ 
ence of an idea , or the approach of the 
measles. 

It was an idea. 

Why, communicated Davy iclepathi- 
eally to the advertising signs in the Cor¬ 
ner of the car, should this ghastly farce 
lx* continued longer? Why should he ; 
Davy, who whs continually and monot¬ 
onously bested by :i transfer - punching 
rival, submit to further mortification? 
Hadn't the thing gone on for months? 
Hadn’t he lost on every occasion? Was 
lie any more likely to win in the future? 
He was not \ 

Then, why not end everything imme¬ 
diately? - Have it settled and over with, 
and if things turned out wrong, let 'em 
turn. If Davy had known what a die 
was, he would have cast it as the car 
turned into l ower Summit Avenue, 

Yptl approach the Casino grounds 
through a series of curves, finally stop¬ 
ping at a raised platform, beyond which 
is a wire netting surrounding a tot of 
unhappy animals. Davy slid off the car, 
and paid ten cents to a man at tho gate, 
who deemed to be suffering from an ex¬ 
treme case nf ennui. 

In ten minutes he had joined the 
merry throng; in eleven minutes he had 
begun to Search fur a tail, handsome 
Liiri and a street'car conductor. 
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They were lean Eng over 
the railing, watching the 
hired motor-boats* Pete wa* 
explaining, and Nora w,v 
listening*- Davy anchored in 
the offing, sheltered by an 
ice-cream booth. Ho rnerli- 
La led upon various thing ?: 
but uppermost in hi* ini in l 
was the notion to suddenly 
leap upon the inoffensive 
Pete anj, ;f possible, kill him 
with despatch, and throw the 
body into the water, 

Then seise the girl arid 
leave abruptly without being 
discovered. In dm cold light 
of even Davy's reason, the 
plan bad weak points. Some 
one would he sure to see 
him in the thirteen thousand 
thereabouts, so he paused 
and bought another icc-creani 
soda. 

Nora and Pole sauntered down, the 
Icing board walk, followed by the 
doughty Dave. They halted at various 
booths, and Davy stopped also, to avoid 
detection. At one point he approached 
too closely, and it was only by dodging 
behind a stall that ho escaped as they 
turned to reirace their steps. 

An indignant aid lady regarded Davy 
with a malignant eye, and he had to buy 
a crime from her before she was con- 
’i in red that he hadn’t meant to snitch 
the till. 

The Casino has many attractions, but 
the black 1 type in -its advertisements al¬ 
ways has to do with the steepiochasc. 
Tit is steeplechase renders the words of 
man feeble and insufficient.. It causes 
press-agents to run loosely to si range ad¬ 
jectives. Jt is the grand special, the 
prize feature of the show, and, alto¬ 
gether, the most exciting and indis¬ 
pensable part of the performance. 

four wooden horses slide down four 
iron-shod rail? for nil the world like 
race-horses, and four people ride them, 
flu- horse that finishes first wins the 
race, and its rider receives a five ticket 
which enables him or her to ride in the 
next race without the payment of an 
additional ten cents. 

'lTc starting-point is up on the 'Cr¬ 
oud lloor, where; tlie beer is sold in bni 
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ties, and afiev a dizzy downward plunge, 
the racing steeds disappear in a cavern 
of intense darkness, emerging at the far 
end of ihe grounds, and circling around 
in broad loop? until the finish “lint js 
reached. _ ■ 

When ladies ride, it is necessary m 
cast conventionality to the winds, be¬ 
cause i i a lady were to ride side-saddle* 
she would hit the ground on the first 
turn with a surprising wallop. Von ride 
as!rid o — man, won 1 au. nr child — and 
you clutch your wooden Pegasus with 
all the strength in your good knees* 

So when Davy saw Nora ami Pete 
heading for the steeplechase entrance, 
he just naturally followed, hoping that 
something would happen. He sidled 
along among the rust, buying hi? ticket 
mechanically, standing in line, and kt-up- 
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ittg an* eye on a certain ostrich plume in 
front Four horse? galloped in. 

It takes l wo couples to occupy To or 
horses. Pete led Nora lo the waiting 
horse ar,d helped her gallantly into the 
saddle, ami. if it must be said, Nora 
ft Lied into the picture perfectly. Pete 
hopped nimbly to his horse. and the 
starter yelled for two more riders. A 
pale-faced youth clambered upon the 
horse on ihe inner rail, leaving a vacant 
horse between him and Nora. 

Davy looked at the empty horse. It 
looked good. He slipped out of the 
line and covered ten yards in two sec¬ 
onds. 

Nora was surprised. You can’t pay 
■attention to emotions on the Casino 
steeplechase. In a hash she saw that 
the rider to her left was Davy Fraser. 
lYU-r. on the off horse, saw it, too. 
Then everybody clutched with their 
arms, wrists, knees, and 6rigors ns the 
passionless steeds shot down with a 
metallic roar. 

Whether Davy had figured it out 
beforehand, or whether the inspiration 
came to him on Lhat first downward 
dip, is something for historians to puzzle 
over. The cane he had bought under 
protest was in his hand, and beside Mm, 
hanging • m for dear Ii Lo, was Nora. 
Somewhere to starboard was the hated 
Fete, engrossed solely in the business of 
sticking to a wabbling hobby-horse. 

When the four horses, breast to 
breast, disappeared into the dungeon 
part oT the ride, Davy reached over 
and said a detaining hand on Lite horse 
beside him-—not cite horse occupied by 
the pale-faced voutli. lie ihnmicd his 
cane down between 5 he forelegs of Ins 
own steed mil:! jL reached the. cog rail, 
and then, using it as a lever and still 
holding the tail of the horse to his- right, 
he leaned against the cane desperately. 

There was a sudden and perceptible 
diminution of its speed. The wooden 
skate swayed and bucked. So did the 
horse beside him. Slowly they drew up 
side by -hde, Davy still bent forward 
upon his trusty cane. The terrific mo¬ 
mentum was being overcome. On his 
fiery steed, Peter was shooting ahead. 
On the other side of the track, the pale- 
faced youth had disappeared, leaving 
only a grating <?ound in the darkness. 


As the two hoTHcfc slid forward, a 
voice sounded: 

" Is that you. Davy Fraser ? 71 
"Is it me? You're dead riglrt it : n 
rue! You hang on tight, and weTl be 
nut of this hole in a minute. Look at 
the daylight ahead. Don't go and get 
scared. Tm working this thing." 

The steeplechj^e-course winds around 
tin 1 south end of the Casino grounds, 
■and for a brief space it curves over the 
fence that encloses the grounds. At the 
point where the horses cross the top/of 
the fence, Davy gave one last push at 
hi is cane, and the two racers stopped. 

" Htft," said Davy, "We’ve got 
twelve seconds before the next bunch 
smashes into us. You got to jump.” 

lie threw his arm around the girl and 
J if ted her clear of the saddle. Then, 
with in finite care, he lowered her be¬ 
tween the single rails, holding her by 
the hands, until -die lurng suspended 
eight feel from the ground, and then he 
dropped her, 

Nora landed on the grass and crum¬ 
pled up in a little heap. The cavern 
behind Davy suddenly began to roar, 
and he knew that another -team of four 
horses was plunging down upon him. 
So, without further ado. he dropped liis 
cane and slipped down, head over heels, 
and on the outside of the fence- 

Two stationary wooden horses, were 
plowed up into splinters and rendered 
useless by the collision that followed. 
No one was hurt. The riders who fol¬ 
lowed managed, luckily enough, to slick 
lo ihcir saddles. Below them. Davy 
was helping N r ora to her feet and urging 
upon her the necessity of getting away 
before they were arrested for murder, 

" Dye know where we’re going? 1 ’ he 
asked as they hurried up toward the line 
of waiting cars. " You don’t need to 
answer. We're going -to be married- 
I’m going to marry you, You're going 
to marry me.” 

Nora was making a feminine noise 
lhat is either laughing or crying, li de¬ 
pends upon the si matron. 

"Hut what about Peter?” she asked, 
ri Oh] he wins, that’s all. He wins 
the race because we didn’t finish. Un¬ 
less/’ Davy added as an afterthought, 
“ unless that pale-faced guy beat him 
out.' 1 







